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Morning Announcements 


Author's Notes: 
This is something that | got an idea about while sleeping, actually, then | woke up and wrote the basic plot 


down. Hope that you like it because | plan on making this one a good orel 


"Hey... C'mon, get up..." 

‘Mm..Why? What time is it?" 

"Four AM. Come on.get your ass up..you gotta go to work. Those kids can't teach themselves, ya know?" 
"Five more minutes, | promise... 

"Come on, baby..up and Adam! Don't make me drag your ass outta this bed!" 


"Yeah... Ok, Ok, I'm up..." 


Duff sat up in the bed, looking around the dimly lit apartment that all five members of Guns N Roses shared. 
It was too early, and this job as a substitute teacher was killing him. He always wanted the side job of going to 
some Catholic school and teaching some goody-goody kids..ch well. It paid, didn't it? 


He stumbled around the apartment for a little while trying to wake up; everyone except him was up. Slash had 


woken him, but he'd already went back to bed. Lazy. 


Duff dug around in his beat up duffle bag looking for any kind of clothing that would be decent, but the best 
thing he came up with was clean black jeans, a white shirt and a leather jacket. It wasn't much, but it would 
have to do. He went back to digging around in the duffel bag for a brush, cursing under his breath each time 
he pulled out something that seemed like a brush but wasn't quite it: deodorant, a bar of soap, an empty 
wallet, a half empty bottle of shampoo, Ziploc bags full of pennies that he had collected off sidewalks.. After 
about five minutes he gave up and just grabbed Izzy's brush from beneath his bed, brushed his hair and put 
it in a pony tail. Simple enough. 


After a while of wrestling around trying to put his clothes on in the dead of night, especially his boots, he was 
finally ready to go, but not after checking on a few things. 


Duff tiptoed over to the bed where Slash lay sleeping and knelt down beside him as he gently shook him. The 
guitarist groggily looked up at the bassist from behind a veil of curls, scratching his head as he said, "Hey.. 


Umm you leavin’ already?" 


Duff laid his forearms on the bed and rested his head on top of them, seemingly staring off into space before 
looking back into the guitarists deep, brown eyes. "Yeah, | am. | was just gonna say bye is all, ya know? Ya need 


anything while I'm gonna be out?" 
"Nah, man. Nothing. Anyways, get goin before you're late. It's a long walk to downtown, ya know?" 
"Yeah... | know. Just wish it wasn't so early, though." 


Slash laughed and placed his hand on the side of Duff's face. "You'll do fine. And if those kids cut up, whap ‘em 
across the head or something! Don't let them bring ya down, man. They're just kids. We were in their place too, 
you know. Maybe a little more reckless, but that doesn't matter. Anyways, be careful. | don't want a squashed 
Duff sitting on my doorstep this afternoon!" 


"Ha hal Nah, I'll be ok. See ya later this afternoon, ‘K? Bye babe." Duff ran his hand through Slash's hair then 
kissed him goodbye. God knows that he really didn't want to be going to some placed surrounded by screaming, 
bitchy, uncooperative kids and that he'd rather stay here all day wrapped in Slash's arms, happy, relaxed, 


loved, and without a care in the world..but oh well. A living is a living. 


Duff began to make his way out the door, but before he left, he stopped beside the drum set that Steven 
kept up and dug between the bass and the snare. "Ahal!" 
He pulled a small Ziploc bag from between the two drums that was filled with money and took out a simple 


$20 bill, replaced the bag and was on his way. 


There was something eerie about the air at 5 o'clock in the morning that really ate at Duff as he walked down 
the dark, dimmed, stinky streets of LA. Whether it was the atmosphere of the city itself or just the fact that 
he was walking around one of the most dangerous parts of the city completely unarmed except for a wallet 

and a good left hook, he didn't know. Maybe it was the crime rate. It had been soaring for the longest time, and 
after all, they did say California was the land of Fruits and Nuts..but he tried not to make that pertain to why 
he was all of a sudden freaked out by every tiny noise and seemed to come his way, such as every screeching 
car brake, every bizarre woman's scream from an open window, every hissing cat, every honking car, every 


barking dog. 


He slapped himself. Something was definitely not right in this situation He felt like running down the streets for 
a change, just to get away from this mind torturing nuisances faster, but if he did that, surely enough 
someone would see him and think that he was getting chased by a rabid dog or some deranged woman. He just 


decided to walk at a quickened pace..perhaps it wouldn't be so noticeable thon. 


It was about 6 AM. when Duff made it to downtown LA, but it took a little quick pace walking, and some 
running, but he did it. Since he had so much time left, considering that school didn't start until about 1:50, he 
decided to stop into a small diner. The place didn't cost too much, but the food was good. 


After a few minutes of staring blankly at a plain, laminated, white menu and deciding on French toast with eggs 
and bacon, it was time for a little relaxation He dug around in his jacket pocket frantically, as his nerves were 
on end thanks to this creepy city, found the little Marlboro box, and fumbled a cigarette out as he clenched it 
between his teeth and lit it, taking a long drag and letting the nicotine fully relax his tense nerves. "Oh shit. just 
think. | won't be able to have one of these for almost eight hours.. Well, unless they give the kids a break and 


| can run outside..." 


When his food arrived, he unceremoniously shoved it down his throat because by the time it arrived it was 
already about 6:30, and he still had a ways to walk before he got to the school itself. After he finished, he 
paid with the $20 and headed back on his way. 


The walk to the school wasn't so bad considering that it was the ass crack of dawn and cars were going every 
which way to work, school, where ever the wanted to, so every time Duff had to cross the street, it was a 
matter of dodging the bullet, or the car rather. People drove like fucking maniacs that early in the morning, 
and Duff didn't get it. Half the time when a car honked at him, he'd turn around, sneer, flip the bird and be on 


his way. Simple as that. 


He finally reached the school at about 1:20. Great. Now it was time for no cigarettes, no cussing, whiney little 
kids, no bass, no Slash, no entertainment, no nothing. What fun. 


First thing he did was make his way to the principal's office, obviously to sign in, see what class he was 


subbing for and all that good stuff. 


He walked through a high-ceilinged, Gothic sort of place with arches on the supports as well as crosses and 
religious statues placed on pillars between every few stained-glass windows with bars on them. The place was 
very church-like in the sense that it was quiet, big, and religious. He listened to the echoing of his footsteps as 
he wondered what kind of parents of a snotty-nosed kid would pay more than $4,000 just to make their kid 


go to some place like that.like a prison! Bars on the windows? What was this place? 


He got to the administrative office and stared at the principal's door for a few seconds before actually going 


in. He knocked twice, and the stuck up tone of a woman come through the door. "Come in!" 


He did as told and walked into a huge, dark office with a desk and two huge book cases shoved in front of yet 
another stained glass window. Was this place a convent before a school? Damn! "Oh, umm, I'm Duff.. no, 


Michael McKagan.!'m supposed to be subbing for one of the teachers that's gone today..." 


The principal turned around as Duff looked down at the name plate on her desk Mrs. Judy Monterey. Yep, 
sounded like someone who would run a school as odd looking as that one. The woman spoke in a nasally voice, 
"Oh yes, | was expecting you today, Mr. McKagan. Mrs. O'Keefe is out today and her class for third graders 


needs to be looked after. | propose you know the drill, correct?" 


Duff looked at that woman standing there in a pressed, gray suit, gray hair in a bun and pointy, thick-rimmed 
glasses hanging on her nose with a chain around her neck so that they stayed on. He squinted at her..and 
though his eyesight wasn't the best in the world, he still made out a huge mole on her chin, but he caught 
himself from giggling in the nick of time. "Yes, | know how everything goes. Now could you be so kind as to 
point me in the general direction of the classroom?" 


Monterey looked him up and down, scowling as she did so. "I figured that you would wear something more... 
appropriate, tidy, and unsoiled, but | suppose that outfit will do. Would you like me to escort you to the class? 
Maybe give you a little bit more mind as to what you should wear in a school so renowned as this one? If you 


ever come to work at this place again, do NOT wear that costume. Am | clear?" 


Duff snorted. What the fuck was this? At least he was here, right? After he finished burning holes through 
her head, he replied, "Yes ma'am, | understand, but your assistance will not be needed. I'm positive that | can 
find the place myself just so long as you give me the room number." 

Monterey looked down at a roster on her desk and Duff mumbled, "bitch" under his breath. 

Bad idea. 

"What was that you said?" Monterey piped up from the roster, looking up at Duff as if he were a serial killer. 


"What was what? | never said anything...” 


"Look, Blondie, if you want to work here, you are going to abide by my rules and my rules only." He watched as 
she walked up behind him, then unexpectedly grabbed hold of his pony tail and pulled down, nearly yanking him 


down on the ground. "Also if you are going to labor here, cut this..ocbstruction from your head. Maybe it will 
help you see better, as well as improve your IQ. The room number is 304, now get to work!" She let go of the 
pony tail and pushed Duff out the door so that he stood staring face to face with some little, wide-eyed kid. 
The kid's mouth dropped open, he gasped, then ran down the hallway. 


Oh great. Was the kid scared of him or Mrs. Bitch in there? Well, wasn't that a pleasant way to start the day? 


After a while of wandering around in this huge cathedral, he finally found the room he was looking for. He 
gripped the door handle and took a deep breath. "Well, it's all downhill from here... 


Slowly he opened the door, only to find about 30 students sitting in their chairs dressed in the same white 
shirt and dark blue slacks for boys, and white shirts and dark blue plaid skirts for girls uniforms, completely 
silent, hands folded on their desks, attentively listening to the morning announcements, and damn it if it wasn't 
Mrs. Monterey flapping her big, rubber lips again. "Students, today we have a very nice man subbing for Mrs. 
O'Keefe today, I'm sure you've all noticed him by now with his crude dress and dull-wittedness, but be sure to 
respect him as if he was your own teacher. Have a great day." 


Duff stood there in awe of what that woman had just said. What the hell! Insulting him in front of the entire 
student body and he had just gotten there. Yes, of course he heard the snickers and giggles from the kids in 


the class room, and it wasn't greatly appreciated. 


He ambled over to the desk, laid his hands on it and stared at the kids, who quickly shut up as soon as he 
glared at them. "Great day today, huh?" 


Every single child looked at him as if he were stupid, and then in one voice they said, "Why yes it is, Mister." 


After another moment of looking at these students and observing each and every one of then, he finally 
broke the silence. "Ok, so I'm Michael McKagan, but you can call me Duff if you want because Mr. McKagan is 
really annoying to me. Anyways, so, seeing as my reputation as a substitute teacher has already been fu-- | 


mean, tarnished here and it's not even 8 o'clock, how about we get to row call and all of that?" 


Reading Lessons 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter of my story. Sorry that l'm really late on it; things have been really hectic lately. 


Even after going to roster list 5 times, Duff still couldn't remember half the kids names. "Marie, Joe, Suzie, 
Jennifer, Michael, Derek, Annie.. Screw it. Ok, so how about you, in the front... What's your name?" 


A little girl looked up at him with wide, anxious blue eyes. "Umm..." 


The room grew completely silent except for the rumble of the air conditioner. Duff dropped his head down to 
where it almost smacked on the desk, then looked back up. "Ok, see I'm not gonna hurt ya, | was just wondering 


who you are and what subjects are taught, ya know?" 


The girl still looked up at him completely silent, but one of the boys spoke up. "It's in the drawer on the right. 
And by the way, you look really familiar.. Are you in a band?" 


Duff stood up straight, puffed his chest out and answered proudly, "Well, yeah, | am. Guns N Roses. Ever 


heard of ‘em?" 


The kid looked up at him and sneered." Dude, you guys SUCK. My dad took me to one of your shows and you 
lead singer can't sing his way out of a paper bag! And what's up with your stoned drummer? He's like..always 
high. And your guitarists always look fu--, | mean high and tell the lead guitarist to cut his hair! Each show 

that | was dragged to blowed dogs for quarters in back alleys! Man, you guys suck!" 


Duff felt his face grow red and he walked up to the kid with spiked red hair and blue eyes and slammed his 
hands on the desk. The kid looked just like Axl. "What's your name, boy?" 


The kid looked back up at him with his eyes filled with determined glints of standing his ground. "Pete." 

Duff glared down at this Pete kid. That load of shit that he dumped on him was a complete insult to 
everything he'd worked for. No one insults Guns N Roses like that! No one! "Oh yeah, Pete," he replied, 
emphasizing the "P," with as much bite as he could "You know what? When you're in a band and tour out on 
the road, and deal with the shit that | put up with, | want to hear you talk! For now, SHUT UP." 

Pete crossed his arms in defiance and stuck his tongue out. "Humph. Make mel!" 


"Oh kid, you WANT to start something, don't you?" 


"Why don't you just shut up and go back to living on the streets like the useless, talentless musician you are?" 


"That's it, man Get out of here! Out, out, out!" Duff grabbed the kid by the collar and literally carried him out 
of the classroom. "And buddy you stay out here until | say otherwise? Get it?" 


He walked back inside the classroom and slammed the door, sighing in frustration as he apologized to the other 
students. "Guys, look, sorry about that, anyways, can we get to the lessons for today before there is yet 


another disturbance to happen and we all be bit-- | mean yellin’ n screamin’ at each other?" 


The quiet, blue eyed girl piped up from behind her desk. "Hey, Mr. M? | wanted to apologize for Pete.. He's 
really an ass..oops.. | mean, unpleasant kid. But anyways, we usually have reading this early and we read from 
our text books.. There's one in the left, top drawer of the desk" 


"Thanks." Duff dug around in the drawer, finding heaps of un-graded papers before pulling out a one inch thick 
reading book and looking at the agenda that was shoved inside the front cover. "K. It says that you're supposed 
to read pages 135-140 by yourselves..so get busy with that, ya know?" 


The kids all ripped out their reading books from their desks and began reading. The occasional snigger or two 
would arise at random and Duff would dart his eyes across the room, looking up from where he tapped a 
pencil that he'd been chewing for the past 30 some odd minutes and shut the kids up fast..or so he thought. 
Soon after he'd glare at them, they'd pick it up, only at such an intense level so that the entire class was in 
hysterics and laughing at the door. Duff shot his gaze towards the entrance and sure enough, there was Pete 
smashing his face against the window making a pig nose and putting his fingers in his ears, then pulling away 


and shoving those same fingers right up his nose as he licked the glass. 


Duff simply stood there and watched, a smart ass smirk crossing his face, counting down the seconds in his 


head. Five..four..three...two..one.. 


"MR. GARIN, WHAT IN GOD'S HOLY NAME ARE YOU DOING?! That's it mister, you're coming with mel" Yep, that 
was it! Pete was dragged off to the principal's office by his ear as the children inside the classroom watched 
through the spit-coated window and srickered at him as Duff himself chuckled under his breath. "Ok guys, you 
had your little laugh, now get back to work that way maybe there can be some free time or something like 


that: 


The kids dug into their books once again and soon finished reading about five minutes later. Duff found himself 
still tapping the pencil on the desk to the beat of It's So Easy. Boredom never reined healthy in his rule book, 
so this at least kept him entertained until one of the kids spoke up and told him that everyone was done. 


It was mid morning then and these kids had a weird schedule: four classes a day not including lunch. A days 
and B days..whatever the hell those were. It was break time and the bell rung to signify that, causing the kids 
to work themselves into a tizzy and stampede out the door like a bunch of wildebeest getting chased by lions. 
Duff himself ambled on outside and lit up a cigarette, gazing into the sun that lazily hung midway in the east 
still slightly hidden by clouds. This was a quiet neighborhood, but nonetheless it was hectic with all the 


students running around outside screaming and laughing, pushing each other down stairs, slides, on the 


pavement or grass. Recklessness unleashed. 


He exhaled in a puff of thick smoke as he looked down the street, being careful to examine the entirety of the 
crowded hustle and bustle of cars on the freeway, which of course were seen right down on the edge of the 
road where the peaceful street appended onto the hectic highway and car horns bounced down the walls of 
the buildings lining the lane before disappearing into a mere echo of angered confusion with the laughs of the 
students. 


Duff pushed a strand of loose hair behind his ear as the bell rang, nearly deafening him as he winced, looking 
behind him to the bell that rested right above the door as he cursed internally, extinguishing the cigarette and 
hauling his lanky frame off the cement steps before dragging his feet back into the stone cold building. 


Complex Simplicity 
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Slash's POV 


| awoke after what seemed like years of dreamless sleep to Axl's piercing screech tearing into the darkness 
and peace that | loved and embraced because it hardly, if ever, occurred to me that | was going to be 
conscious like this..even though it happened day after day after day. "God damn it! Where the hell is my 
bandana?! My fucking favorite red bandana!" 


| opened my eyes, only to see Axl violently shaking a clueless Steven --who was probably fucked up on heroin 
at the moment-- by the collar of his dingy blue shirt. Steven's blue eyes grew wide as he placed his hands on 
Axl's leather-clad shoulders and pressed against them, sarcastically chuckling as a stupid grin crossed his face, 


"Hey, hey, man, don't worry! I'm sure that you'll find it..somewhere..” 


Axl shook him rougher and almost tossed him on the ground like a dirty rag as | slunk back beneath the warm 
covers trying not to be seen "Steven you better get your sorry ass to work finding that bandana or else your 


ass is mine! Slash, | saw you! Get your fucking ass up and look too!" 


| growled from beneath the fabric but stayed still, that is, until a flash of red hair met my eyes when they 
shot open due to the warmth of the cover being ripped from me, taking some of my hair with it. | sat up in 
bed and massaged my scalp, cursing out loud to myself as | swung my fists at Axl, but only hit air. "God 
fucking damn it, you asshole!" 


Before | knew it, | sprung out of the bed at him, his eyes wide with shock as | pounced on him, tackling him on 
the ground and nearly sending my fists into his face when cold, clammy hands grabbed my wrists and held 
them back. | turned around and looked up at a stolid Izzy who solemnly gazed down at me with a blank 
expression as to tell me not to do this again. It happened every morning, after all, and that day shouldn't have 
been an exception for him to neglect jumping in and stopping yet another Axl purnmel-fest. | sulked, stood up 
over the red-headed time bomb and sat back on the bed with Izzy staring at all three of us in a silent 
scolding manner before turning walking back to the window where he resumed staring out into the abyss of 


bricks that laid out the city of LA. 


Axl sat up from his fetal position on the floor and scowled in my direction before getting up and stomping out 
the door, slamming it behind him, causing the white plaster on the ceiling to chip and fall onto Steven's drum 
set that was set up beside the door, causing the blond to squeal and run to the snare, picking all the little bits 


of plaster from it and discarding it on the floor. 


| pulled the blanket back over myself and huffed. No way that | liked being cold, alone and bitched at all in the 
same day. | looked at my watch. 10:30 AM. Sigh... It was early, but there was obviously no sign of me getting 


any sleep soon 


| rolled my lazy ass out of bed and walked towards where Izzy stood staring nostalgically out the window. Izzy 
always looked towards the rising sun with this longing, depressed expression on his face. Sometimes when | saw 
him like this, I'd start thinking of England and what life was like back there. It was hell, but other than that it 


was beautiful cou ntry. 


Often at times I'd think of how | used to run off with a few best girlfriends that | had at the time, and how 
we'd skip classes and hide in the woods. What we did there..really, | can't remember. Probably drugs, drink, fuck 
and things like that, but that was before Duff. All before him, you know? | don't want to sound like some 
stupid, love sick teen that has their first crush and thinks that they're going to get married and have 
thousands of kids or whatever, but | mean, I've cut back on a lot of things since | met him, but what that has 
to do with home, | don't know. England was my home, but not really. So much shit went on then we moved to 
the States and | moved out to LA eventually and formed Road Crew with Steven and Duff before joining GNR 
with Axl and Izzy. 


Honestly, | did try to stay off heroin, but God, with Izzy being a dealer and him living in the exact same 
residence with me didn't help. | could always steal some from him when | wanted, but when | did sneak that 
stone from him and get out my lighter, the spoon, place the stuff on the spoon and heat it up, and right 
before I'd stick the needle in me, I'd feel guilty. Guilty for taking it. Guilty because at that time | was in denial 
about what | felt for this new blond guy that played bass that was in the band. | remember how so many 
times | would tell myself how fucked up it would be if the entire world knew about a rising band that had a 
fag lead guitarist. Yeah, it may sound harsh, but it's true. | mean, God. It scared the hell out of me when | 
actually figured out that Duff had these feelings for me. It was relieved, happy..blissful, really and bashful at 


the same time. 


My palms sweat just thinking about it. Thinking about those few words that rainy night in a back alley behind 
the Cathouse where Axl locked Duff and | out because we got home late and he refused to let anyone who 
was out beyond "curfew" inside the apartment. So Duff and | went and hid in some old cardboard boxes along a 
line of trashcans. Wow, what shelter, huh? Anyways, so we sat beneath the leaky, sopping wet boxes and 
trashcan lids and huddled together to keep warm as lightening flashed all around us with the thunder clapping 
like it was God's final judgment day. | shivered and gripped onto his long-limbed frame more and more each 
time the lightening struck because it seemed to almost strike the buildings that hovered and towered above 
us. He took me closer into his arms and buried his face in my hair, giggling as | looked up to him and asked 
what was so funny. He smiled widely as he replied, "Nothing. Its just that my nose is cold and this is so weird.. 
so scary. Like back in Seattle when my siblings and | would to see scary movies for free at the theater every 
few weeks or so and we'd huddle together like this on cold nights.just not intimately, ya know, and we'd be 
sitting there screaming and hiding from the screen like little kids though we were teenagers..well, most of us 


were, anyways; | wasn't.” 


| remember feeling my face begin to blush but | still looked up at those dark eyes, carefully studying his lit up 
face each time the lightening flashed, lighting up his charming expression. God knows that | wanted to tell him, 
but | didn't know how. "Intimately? What's that supposed to mean?" 


"| donno," he laughed again, giving me that childish grin that just fit him so perfectly. "It's just this setting..this 
weather, you cuddling against me like this, me protecting you from the lightening and all.. It seems so pleasant 


and endearing in a way. | like it." 


| swallowed hard as | felt him bury his nose | in my hair once again. He liked it? | mean | didn't know if he was 
on drugs or if he was really being truthful, but he went on to continue, "Ya know..if we don't make it out of 


this lightening storm, | just want you to know something..." 


| looked at him again, only this time terrified as fuck of what he was going to say. My throat tightened in time 
with my chest and | got a twisted feeling in my gut. "And what's that, Duff?" 


| heard him giggle through the dark and the lightening blazed again, showing his glowing face as he ran his hand 
through my hair. "You're probably gonna think l'm a total freak for saying this..but... | like ya, man. Like a bro, 
but more than that. Ever since | got to know ya in Road Crew for the guy that you are. | love ya for you are, 
ya know? Not just cos of that awesome mop of curls on top of your head , but for your personality, your 
mad guitar shredding skills, and your personality again. Hope that you don't take that the wrong way.. 
Offensively, ya know cos | don't want to freak you out or nothing, but it's the truth and well.. Mama always 
said that it's best to say how you feel about someone at anytime, especially if it's a more downer situation, 
but you gotta know when and how to say it. | hope this was the right time and way... Its a complex simplicity." 


Complex simplicity.. | will never forget that. Something that | would never ever expect Duff to say, but it fit 
him completely. "Well Duff, your Mama taught you very well," the grin on my face was a mile wide, but | was 
filled with both fear and joy..something that | had never experienced before. "I wanted to say the same thing... 
but | didn't know how to say it. | guess that you were just taught better from your Mom..." 


| felt him smile in my hair and | couldn't help but chuckle. "Well Mr. Hudson.. My Mama did teach me well, but | 
doubt that your Mom neglected to teach you on purpose. | mean, she was with Bowie and all.. Think of the 
responsibility that had with it. David fucking Bowie, man. My Mama just had more time on her hands and so 


she taught her kids well. Your Mama taught you well, too, and | admire her work very much." 


| smiled at the memory and Izzy soon poked me rapidly on the arm, saying no words, but his expression asking 


me if | was alright. | shook myself free of the reverie and nodded at him. "Yeah, l'm fine. Just thinking... 


He smiled, patted me on the back and went back to looking at the sun, or whichever abyss he loved to longingly 
stare into. Though Izzy was a man of few words, he was so complex, yet so simple. A complex simplicity of a 
man. Someone who you could read so easily yet it took you a while to decipher what he was actually feeling. 
That's what made him so interesting. A guy that hardly said anything, yet he could always get a good point 


across. 


Adhesive Tattoos 
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Still Slash\'s POV 


| stared out the window a bit more, then decided that since it was around Il, that I'd go find some pay phone 
and call the school that Duff was working at. | had slept in my jeans that night, so | just pulled a plain black 
shirt over my head and slid my boots on, then walked out the door. 


| made my way down the stinking streets on LA kicking some crushed beer can that was once full of Bud. It 
was sometime around Il and if | started walking, | could get to the school that Duff was subbing at before 
lunch time, which he told me was around 12:15 or so. | just said screw it about calling the school. | didn't have 


enough change anyway. 


On my way to the school | passed an old tattoo shop that had been in business for years. | knew the owner, 
Pete--who wasn't a big biker dude like every suspected, but a nice older guy, maybe in his mid-forties that 
sort of looked out for Duff and |, as well as Izzy-- pretty well and sometimes he'd even give us those silly 
little tattoos that you put on with water and Duff and | could sit there for hours adhering those to ourselves 
while Axl towered above us sneering because we wouldn't give him any. They came in so many designs. Some 
had dragons, some had yin yangs, some had smiley faces, some had skulls with flames. They were pretty 
interesting, but each time I'd come back from the shop, Duff would always hound me for the Oriental ones, 
usually the dragons and yin yangs, even those little Chinese writing things that said, "peace," "love," "harmony," 
and, "friendship." He's obsessed with them. 


| walked on, still kicking the crushed aluminum can in front of me as | went. Surprisingly enough, | passed the 
alley where the thunderstorm incident took place and | couldn't help but stop dead in my tracks and stare down 
the trashy alley smiling as the memory | had just reminisced replayed again. | knew that | didn't really have 
time to live out the night yet again, so | trudged on while all sorts of dealers and hookers looked on at me like | 
was insane, but that was cool because they didn't know. They'd never know how euphoric of a feeling it was 
being around him, well, l'm sure that a few of the whores on the street had been with him, but that was a 
one night, fucked up, drunk stand, so that doesn't really count, you know? 


Well wait, there was that one stripper named Bitsy that he had been with for about..5 months, I'd say. She 
was an Amazon of a woman: 6'2", weighed I50 pounds, had big bones..a fucking huge woman. To be honest, he 
said the only reason that he liked her was because she was so big that she could carry him around and beat 
his ass, and because she was so strong, she could easily pin him down to the bed when they fucked and thanks 


to that he actually had competition in what he called "The Battle Of The Kinks." He wasn't lying, either. That 


woman wasn't only big, but weird. 


Whenever she'd drop by to see if Duff was home or not, she'd just walk right in the place and sit on whoever 
was sitting on the couch at that time, which was usually me. So, this Amazon of a woman would come sit on 
my lap and crush the hell out of my legs because she just plopped down without me knowing because half the 
time | was sleeping or reading the paper because the neighbor had woken up late ( dumb, | know). After she 
got through breaking my legs, she insisted on running her hands through my hair, pulling it and generally 
pissing me off when | asked her not to. Then when I'd miraculously get the strength to push her giggling, 
annoying body off me, stand up, then take a few steps just to see if | have gotten my legs back, the woman 
would slap my ass, grab me by the belt loops and pull me back on her lap and laugh her ass off as if it was 
some sort of game. That woman did more, and worse, than that with poor Duff--which is why he broke up 
with her--but hell, I'm afraid that if I'd go into that, I'd lose my sanity. Though, | still think that that woman 


would come around again if given the chance. 


| looked up and around me. Well damn it if | hadn't talked my way to the school. God damn, Duff was right 
about this place being like some gothic, medieval torture chamber, | thought to myself as | stepped inside, the 
school, actually thinking to see chains and spikes on the walls with knights standing guard around each corridor, 
but instead it was dead quiet with religious statues placed every which way . It was an eerie setting and | 
could hear kids screaming like maniacs outside, so | knew that it had to be around lunchtime. | wandered around 
listening to the click of my boots on the floor as | rounded the corner, still staring at the floor studying the 
strategically placed tiles composed of green crosses on a pale parchment background. Each step there was a 
cross and | soon began counting the number of them in my head. | had gotten up to I5 right when | hit hard 
into someone, the force knocking me down onto the ground as | held my head because | had smacked into their 


chest..or at least | thought it was their chest. 


| looked up to the blurred figure towering above me, afraid to say anything until they reached their hand out 


to me. 


Not Since Her... 


Author's Notes: 
Duff\'s POV 


"Ah shit man, watch where you're going. You can get killed in this place..though there's nothing hardly in it" 


| looked down on a confused Slash. He had to have seen those little cartoon birds flying around his head with as 
hard as he fell as to how he was staring aimlessly around the room. There was no question about it. | hauled 
him off the ground and he looked at me crooked. | popped him against the head, which filled the halls with a 
short thump. 


He seized the sides of his head with his hands, pressing against them as he scowled at me. | giggled as he 
narrowed his eyes. "Oww, Duff! The hell was that for? First you knock me down then.." | clasped my hand over 
his mouth. 


" Dude, shut up. Don't ya know there are classes going on in here? Besides, stop being a pansy. At least it 


wasn't Axl smacking you over the head with your guitar.. Come on, let's go sit outside or something.’ 


He followed me as | walked down the stone corridors studying each brick in the wall, the silence tearing at my 
ears, but through the serenity | could hear him stumbling occasionally, slowly catching up with me as he 
swayed from side to side, almost as bad as if he were drunk. | stopped and turned around. "Hey man, you 
okay? Did | really hit ya that hard?" He continued to wobble, so | placed my hands on his shoulders to help 
steady him. | tried not to laugh as he looked up at me, his pupils dilated | there was something off about him. 
Suddenly his eyes rolled into the back of his head and he collapsed in my arms, his forehead hitting hard 
against my collarbone. | nearly cursed as | hauled him up off me and laid him on the floor, feeling the pain 


slowly dissolving in my chest. 


Oh great. Now what was | going to do? | had an unconscious Slash, a class to tend to in 50 minutes, a 
cantankerous principal to go and converse with after all these students and grades and things..great. Just 
fucking great. | picked up his seemingly dead body off the floor and kicked the door leading out to the outside 
stairway open and sat him down, his back facing the wall so that he was propped up. | brushed the ebony curls 
out of his face and laid the back of my hand against his forehead and an almost burning hot sensation met my 
skin.like he was running an extremely high fever. | ran back inside and dug inside the janitor's closet-which was 
shoved in some tiny corner- for a towel, which were placed nicely folded (| swear they were ironed ‘cos the 
creases were so straight) and placed on a wire rack, then | wandered around for a minute looking a bathroom 
or a water fountain. A water fountain was just down the hall from the doors | had entered, so | soaked the 
towel then rung it out and headed for the double doors as | listened to the lonesome click of my boots echoing 


down the hallway. 


| knelt down beside him and applied the cold compress against his forehead as men in pressed, pinstripe 
business suits and ladies with ironed dresses and skirts walked by gawking, raising their eyebrows suspiciously 
and looking at us through their empty eyes, stripping us of everything just because it was two guys.. One was 
kneeling beside the other, humbling himself in front of heartless swine to help the guy who was down. One 
woman looked me right in the eye and scoffed at me. Right then | began to feel this suppressed rage building 
up inside me. A seemingly blinding anger that when unleashed | couldn't control. It had full possession of my 


body and | couldn't handle it. An anger that | hadn't felt for years upon years..not since..Seattle. 


Not since..her.. 


Devil May Care 


Author's Notes: 
Still Duff\'s POV 


At that very moment, | felt nothing. | was absolutely vacant of any expression except a blank stare that | kept 
on as | studied the scowling, disgusted faces of fellow Americans. A numbness engulfed my body and my limbs 
began to burn in an internal heat that I'd only experienced in the past. A smoldering flame began to rise up 
once again and | felt my eyes narrow in protest to their gawking as my fists instinctively clenched from the 
bottled anger that | held inside. It wasn't fair how people treated others. Just by seeing a mere glance you can 
tell so much about a person. Their mood, how accepting they are, where they've been in life, how wise they 


are, how much they care... 


| leaned back and sat on the marble stairs, holding my head in discontent for the people that looked at me like | 
was some alien.some freak that shouldn't care about anyone or anything. Their constricted glances told me so 


much more than | needed to know..or already knew. 


No matter how much | tried to get away from my past, it always followed me. It stalked me around every 
corner as if it wanted to destroy me, and it looked for me with vengeful, loathing eyes, waiting for me to mess 
up that way it could tear me from whatever | held dear and strip me of all people | love. It's a fear that | had 
always carried, a burden that | must bear to live my life. A demon that would forever be stuck to me like 
glue, sinking its dagger-like talons into my brain and making me feel guilty whenever | made a wrong turn 


instead of letting me figuring out what | had done wrong. 


| really did see my past as a demon, as a fiend that would never die, but instead always be there to remind 
me of things long passed. | always wondered what my past would look like as a goblin. To me, it always seemed 
to have yellow, piercing, bulbous eyes that were full of malice and displeasure and they randomly rolled around 
loosely in his eye sockets when angered or irritated. The snarling jowls rested below what reminded me of a 
witch's nose, from which a foul-smelling, smoke-looking air emitted from his nostrils and gathered round his 
head as a light green, hazy, cracked halo of deceit. His smile slyly enticed me, using trickery of the things | 
held dear to get what he wanted, then when he wanted something more, a dribble of anticipating, sinful slobber 
wet his lips and mangled teeth as he waited in corrupt pleasure for me to do his dirty work. I'd envisioned him 
with a stout, round body, his feet and arms scrawny and bony, leading up to huge talons that looked like 
blades, which he used to rip me from everything | treasured. From his brawny back sprouted black, torn wings 
of a bat and his crusty, dried out, warty skin covered in scars gave him a rugged appearance, but more so 
that he already looked. | called the demon Charley, and he followed me around wherever | went, leaving behind 


him a trail of thin, pale green smoke as he constructed his plan for what he'd make me get in the way of next. 


As | laid in bed at night and listened to the hustle and bustle of the city die down, | would always look at the 


face beneath the mop of curls laying beside me, and I'd turn on my side and brush the misplaced dark tresses 


to the side of his face and admire the look of deep serenity on Slash's face. It seemed like a tranquility that | 
would never achieve no matter how much effort | put behind it. | liked to study the fine features of his face 
with the dim moonlight that poured through the makeshift bed sheet curtain over the window. Really, | 
admired his look of peace; the slightest smile crossed his face as he was absolutely relaxed, and the moonlight 
gave him a cherubic look of happiness. Each time l'd think I'd get relaxed enough to go to sleep, I'd look at his 
captivating demeanor once again and my body would suddenly be filled with a delighting contentment that I'd 
long missed, but as soon as I'd smile, I'd hear Charley growl his low, grotesque grumble at me and I'd swear 
that through the bleak darkness | could see those yellow, hateful eyes staring at me, ready to attack at any 
given moment to get me back on the wrong side of the tracks. | swore never again to go back to the side of 
malevolence after what had happened, but | knew that I'd live with the regret for a long while, if not the rest 


of my life. | could never escape it. 


Then | felt it.. that tightening feeling that you always get in your chest when you're about to cry. | didn't want 
to. | didn't want to show weakness in front of these people who didn't know me or in front of Slash, even if he 
was unconscious. | couldn't fight it.. | was the baby in the family who was always cared for and when | cried 
everyone listened. | was one of the more spoiled ones, but | never took advantage of it. My older brothers 
were scolded when the wanted to cry; not me, but | looked up to them and held it in that way | could be just 
like them. My brothers were my heroes and they were great role models, but somehow, | still turned out the 


black sheep of the family. 
The first tear rolled down my face. | couldn't hold back anymore... 


All the years of running away from the past caught up with me and all the pain, guilt and sick pleasure that | 
got from doing the things | did finally took over my mind and crushed me. The weight of all the hurt struck 
me like an on coming IB wheeler in the middle of the highway. | felt like walking into the center of the road in 
front on me and laying in the middle; | wanted to die. | wanted to suffer for things that | did, yet | wanted to 
stay alive..for my family, for my friends, for the band.. For Slash. 


| pulled at my hair and wrapped myself in a ball on the steps. Life isn't fair. The way people are treated isn't 


fair. 


Suddenly, | felt arms pull me into a warm embrace. | couldn't see; | wanted to push away but | refused, and 
instead buried my face into the familiar support that | loved and cared for. 


| had often told Slash my thoughts on things because he was one of the few that would actually listen to me 
and give me advice. Of all people, he understood me the most and each time | pushed him away, he persisted 
and stayed by my side. He knew how | felt and what I'd do when | felt certain emotions, and he was always 
there when | needed him. | felt so bad because | couldn't do the same for him. Each time he got hurt, | took it 
personally and made it my problem; therefore, | doubled his burden because he had to care for my feelings 
and carry his as well. It wasn't fair the crude way | treated him. He didn't deserve the trouble that | caused 


him and | didn't earn what great friendship and love he gave me. 


Charley And Claire 


Author's Notes: 
Slash's POV 


To me, this was a familiar yet different sight. Duff didn't always break down like this unless he had something 
that had been bothering him for a long period of time. It made me wonder as | held him, looking down at his 
extremely hopeless expression, what could've happened in the little time | was out. It scared me to see him like 


this. One moment he was the hero of the story, bold and unable to be brought down, but then out of the blue 


he was as small and fragile as an infant. It was almost as if he had multiple personalities... 


Duff suddenly pushed me away from him and stood up as the tears dried from his eyes; | watched his face 
take on a more serious, stern expression and listened, worried, as he sighed. "I have to leave. | can't stay here 


anymore." 


| watched as he ran down the street and | was almost in shock of what had just happened. His eyes..his eyes 
weren't his own. In just a second, they had taken on a different form and color; they expressed deep anxiety, 
anger and depression all in one instant as he said the phrase, then took off down the road. This only happened 
one other time in the entire length of our friendship so far..only when he opened up about his past. 


| decided to take a cab home, thinking that just maybe | could beat him back to the Hellhouse. He was a fast 


runner, but a vehicle would beat him out any day. 


| thought about how he'd really began to alarm me by things that he said and did, but only sometimes I'd 
confront him about them, and many of those times it was like talking to a brick wall..talking to a completely 
different person. Each time I'd ask him about what happened up in Seattle, he'd get melancholy, enraged or 


very sentimental, drowning himself in old memories..some of which didn't exactly seem like him. 


One time when we were sitting alone in the apartment, he had something very similar to a panic attack, but 
not quite. He was looking out the window at the next apartment building rambling on about Seattle to himself.. 
actually he was talking to me, but | tuned in every now and then because occasionally he'd speak loud enough 
for me to hear him, then the rest of the time was just monotone mumbling, but at one point he got quiet..a 
quiet that definitely wasn't him. | looked up from a random cartoon that | was drawing and he was standing 
right above me, then his legs went out from under him and he collapsed on the floor, shaking like he was 
trying to kick the habit and nearly tearing his hair out screaming about a Charles or something.. And as | knelt 
down beside him, he'd push me away, tears filling his eyes as his voice reached a worried tone that I'd never 


heard. "Stay away from me! | don't want Charley to hurt you, too!" 


| was completely perplexed. "Charley? Duff, who's Charley?" 


He buried himself in my arms and looked up at me. "Please make him go away! | don't want to live with him 


around me anymore! He's trying to kill me, Slash, you have to believe me!" 


| remember running my hand through his blond hair as he gripped onto my shirt for dear life. He was scared 
as hell and | felt his tears soaking through the thin cotton as he clenched himself even closer to me. " Don't 
let him kill me, Slash please don't let him kill me!" 


+ was all a blur. That entire day bleeped out of my memory like someone flipping the channel on a TV and , | 
was standing outside the Hellhouse staring at the door afraid to go in | forced myself through the door, 
carefully ran up the decaying, broken stairs and opened the door to the tiny, filthy room. What | saw surprised 
me. There he was, Duff, sitting on the bed quietly looking at a photograph. He had already rid himself of his 
boots, but was musing at the snapshot in a daze, struggling in his mind with memories as every few seconds 
he'd squint and adopt a disgusted, pissed look on his face. As soon as | took one step to approach him, he 
glanced up at me, eyes wide with shock, then hid the photo beneath the pillow and looked at me surprised but 
somewhat hurt. | sat down beside him and wrapped my arm around him, embracing him as he laid his head on 
my shoulder. | was cautious, pondering deeply what | was going to say to him, but | just went out with it. "Hey.. 


can | see the picture that you were looking at?" 


As soon as | finished the question, he jumped up and away from me, his back facing the door. What came from 
him next, | wasn't in the least prepared for. "No.!-I can't! | can't because..| don't want to hurt you like | hurt 
them! Ever since that fateful fucking day | swore to never have deep feelings for anyone again! | could never 
trust anyone like | trusted them, but then you.. You came along and ripped my promise from me! | swore to 
myself that I'd never love anyone again, but like it always goes, the one who actually cares for you and is your 
best friend is the one you fall for. Do you know how much shit | took because | loved someone who was the 
same sex as me?! Do you know how much | wanted to die because of it; how much it hurt being pushed away 
because they were afraid of me?! It's not fair.. It's not fair how two people can be cast out from society 
because of their feelings and their love for one another. Its amazing yet disgusting how people can be so 
heartless and cruel; to treat each other with a deep, black malice in their heart as if their ex-comrade was 
some private in the army gone serial killer on his own platoon. Why can't people see each other's heart instead 
of their outer-self? Search deep into their soul instead of believing what they hear? They call it ‘forbidden 
love; but what exactly is love? People get love and lust confused so easily that they don't know what they're 
talking about. If love is wanting the best for someone, than what's wrong with us? What's wrong with me? 
Why am | feeling these fucked up feelings of love and hate?! Why am | getting stalked by some evil being? Why 
did | do what | did in Seattle? Why can't | forgive myself?" 


| looked into his eyes.. He was on the verge of crying again and he seemed to be walking a fine line between 
being reasonable and insanity because they got that look..that look of immense pain and confusion that he 
adopted on his face in the middle of the night on those many nights he'd wake up panting and drenched in cold 
sweat, his hair all messed and his eyes wide in panic as he took a death grip onto the sheets and looked around 


in earnest, his limbs trembling and his voice quivering. 


| looked more intensely into his eyes, trying to draw the real Duff out, praying frantically inside that whatever 


was ailing him would miraculously disappear instantaneously as | inched my way closer to him. He had taken the 


picture with him from beneath the pillow and he clutched it tightly in he left hand then hid it behind his back, 
nearly standing on his toes before the threw the photo at me, sighing and yelling at the same time, forming a 
sort of high pitched squeak, "Fine! Just look at it! Charley and Claire!” | caught the photo in midair between my 
index and middle finger and pressed the creases until the paper was as straight as | could get it; there were 
three people in it. 


In the colored photo was a guy, who | presumed was Charley. He was a light skinned guy with spiked, dark black 
hair and what seemed like an entire pencil of eyeliner around his bright blue eyes. A ripped leather jacket with 
all kinds of band patches and pins rested over his right shoulder where he had flung it, his hand, which led 
down to a sleeve of tattoos, resting on the collar and a New York Dolls t-shirt beneath it. He smiled like a 
normal guy, but he had an odd look in his eye. The girl, on the other hand, who had to be Claire, was simply in 
a pink sweater and that was all | could see because the photo was only waist-up. She looked like someone out 
of the fifties.. Blonde, fluffy hair, and light makeup..and to say the least, besides that she was blonde, she 
didn't look like anyone Duff would hang out with.. The other guy was Duff, smashed in between the two leaning 
into Charley. He had short hair.. My God it was green and a mini-mullet! He kinda looked like McGuyver with 
weird hair! But this wasn't a time for laughing at the Joe Elliot Cut though, so | straightened up and looked 
Duff directly in the eye. The fear had subsided and he had his normal look about him, though he still seemed 


uneasy. 


| had began to size him up, wondering if | could ask him what these two had to do with him in the past. | knew 
that it wouldn't be so adolescent as a thing that they lied about him to a teacher or his parent or something... 
He wouldn't go as far as he did with his panic attacks if it was something as minuscule as that because that 
completely wasn't like him. He wasn't one to hold on to things when someone persecuted him for a belief, a 
thought or what have you, but People didn't give him enough credit as he deserved and he tortured himself 
about it, whether itd be in mind, body or spirit and it upset me to see it. | couldn't take it anymore..the shit 
that he put himself through each day. It was mental affliction, and it was starting to show on him physically.. 
Worry had began to put creases in his brow and he wasn't even 22, and the constant mental pain caused him 


to take it out on himself physically, with things of which | won't even go into detail. 


| searched deep into his eyes, looking for any spark of the old him left; there was only one way to find out. | 
reached out for his hand, which he placed in mine and | drew him close into an embrace in which he hugged 
me tighter than he had ever held me before. He was scared and for once wasn't afraid to show it. His long 
arms trembled around me and | squeezed him close, tangling my fingers in his hair trying to gently free the 
messed dingy blond locks from the pony tail as he seemed to collapse into my arms, then his slow breaths 
almost became erratic as | felt his grip go loose as he slipped down to the floor, bringing me with him. He 
settled on the floor, his head leaning back against the door to which his back faced and his hand still in mine 
looking deep into my eyes. As | searched his expression, his eyes soon got puffy as he suppressed the urge to 
cry and turned away, ashamed to show what he considered his weakness. | scooted up closer to him, taking his 
face into my hands and carefully turning his face to me. He didn't resist, but instead begged me not to look at 
his frailty, not to see his heart bleeding, not to see him when he needed help the most. 


His face was already tearstained, but fresh drops soon took their place and he pulled me towards him, 
clutching me in a bear hug of grief as his voice trembled, "I did it, damn it.. | took two people from their 


normal lives... | stole it because | was jealous and hurt and | didn’t want to lose what | had.. | was greedy and 
now l'm paying the price. | deserve so much worse.. | should die for it..out l-l can't | can't leave you like | left 
Seattle, alone and empty with no one as well as misery stricken for a stupid mistake. But if there's one thing | 
know..it's that the price of blood needs to be repaid in full, no matter what the consequences are...” 


